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enormous fists in close proximity to his face. He could do nothing
but stammer: "What on earth's up?"

The abbe was breathing hard and wiping his damp brow with the
back of his hand. Thank Heavens! he had not given way to violence.
For the time being, at least the worst was over.

His voice was icy but completely under control. He told his
pupil that he had been within an ace of getting a sound thrashing.
He added that in future he would keep a watchful eye on him until
such time as the Mirbel family should see fit to relieve him of his
responsibilities. He hoped, he said, that the boy would not compel
him to have recourse to physical violence, because he was apt to
lose control of himself, and was a hard hitter.

Having delivered himself of this warning, he ordered his pupil to
his room, and remarked that supper would be sent up to him.

"All the time he was behaving like a bargee," wrote Jean to
Hortense Voyod. "The Cure kept his eyes shut. Perhaps he was
praying, though his lips did not move.. .. Priests always manage
to get away with things in that way!"

The abbe kept his word. He never let Mirbel out of his sight
except when duty called him away, and then he left Maria in charge.
No doubt Jean managed to slip away quite often, and not for a
moment did he discontinue his correspondence with Hortense
Voyod. This he managed thanks to the visits of the schoolmaster
who came to coach him in mathematics. But, for all that, he was
completely dominated by the priest, and was forced to bow to his
inflexible will. Besides, die moment of examination was approach-
ing, and he had to keep his nose to the grindstone, which meant
that he must postpone until later any plans of revolt which he might
have formed. He satisfied the examiners on his written work, but
was ploughed on his viva voce. He did not return to Baluzac until
September, having spent a month with the Countess at La Devize.
It was the first time that he had met his mother since the terrible
revelation which had come to him at Balauze.

"My Jean has changed/' wrote the Countess to the abbe Calou.
"He was always a handful, but he never used to be cynical. Now